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Four new Songs, and aTrophecys 


1. ASONG for Joy of our ancient Rice 


OS 


f STEWARTS, 


II. The Battle of Preſton, har i WIS fought 


by his Royal Highneſs Priuce Cuak LES, 

the 21ſt of September 1745. | 
III. On an honourable Atchievement of Sir 

William Wallace, ear Falkirk. 


IV. A Song, call d, The Rebellious Crews 
V. 4 Prophecy ” Mr. Beakenhead. | 
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I. A SONG for oy of oh ancient Race | 


of STE HA. 1 S. 


1. 
O ME, all brave Kcotſmes, 250 rejoice 
With a loud Acclamation; 
'S Since CHARLEs is come over the Main 
Into our * Nation. 


Let Hills, and Dales, and A . 4 great, 
And every Wood and Spring, 

Extend your Voices to che Clouds 
For Joy of STEWarT 2 

Ye Nightingales and Lav'rocks too, 
And every Bird that ling, 

Make haſte and leave yout doleful Notes, 
And Royal STEWART =_ 

All Beaſty that go upon all Four, 
Go leap and dance around; | 

Becauſe that the curſt Union's broke, 
And fallen to the Ground, 


Come 
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Our ancient Liberties he did, 
Aud er "Ty one that Frog attend, 


Had ye not carried unto them 


Lou did wich raxes us 
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Come, every Man and Woman too, 


And Children that are oung, 


| . Make . Noiſes z0d Huzza's, 


e the Paix E is come, 
VI. 


7 
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At our chief Croſs, proclaim ; W 


Cry d, * _ go Hame 


Unto your on {LE . 3 


7 Whah would have been full cold, 


1 x : 
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OT. over and our Gold. 3h 
VII. | 


£ But if Re we in Juſtice deal, 


As ye did with our Staiy, oY 4 - \ fin 


| ; Ye ſhould be cauſed bring i it back, 


And wirh i it meikle mair. 


A. 8 
What need I ſpeak of good Lord Stair, > 
When I think on Argyle; a \ 
Who caus'd you burn your Hat and Wig, 
And made you 7 a while. 1 
X. 


Upon out Meal and Ma 4.5 


- On Candle and on Leather to | f 


And thought it not a Fault. 
. 
But your Op ceſſious we will Way 
Until he Day we die; 


But, GOD be chank'd, from them all, 1 5 3 


By CrnarLEs we are made free. 3 
9 XII. 4 1 


If good Lord Stairs at Dettingen, 


Had Setvice to you done, | "ep. 
He ſhould have laid you faſt ſid : 
Whether in Boots or Shoon. 
XIII. 
Come here, all Scottiß Lads, and ing ; 
O come, and ſi ing with me, Man, 


Since Cnarr gs is come over the dan 


From 


* cues for to free, Man. 


* 


Ln). Dues {.? © IJ 


From Tax and great Oppreſſion, 


And from an Union too, Man; ad li 279 pads 
Whereby our Land is quite undone. 
Our Gold and Silver eo, W | | SO 4 


II. The Battle of Preſton, =P, WAs - ah 
by his Royal Highneſs Prince CH KL ES, 


the E of September 1745. egg 0 
OU Loyal-Subjeds all rej 1 F adv 2 * „A 
And fill up flowing Glaſſes; 7 
And drink a Health to the Highland Clans, A 
Whoſe Valour none ſur 2 L 


On Prefton Plain, they behay'd like 
With Conduct and with Honour; =E . 

With Sword in Hand they did go on;” 

Made cowardly Cope's Army knock wade; E 

His Royal Highneß, Prince CuARR ES, ne*er did dauat, 
Behav'd wich Conduct and with Honour ; 1 | 

In Height of the Brunt, he rode in Front, W 
Cryivg, Higbland Lads, rare Diverſion. © 1 

Our Highlanders ſhow'id gallant Play, 


m4 


While coward Guns did rattle; © © | 
Like Lions a hoſe Hearts of Cog” - "qe 508 . 
Went on the *Fromr of the Battle. 
Ye Lone! Boys, Prince CuAuLEs did fay,, T 
ſe Courage were ne'sr d 10 6. 29 
brass olonel Gardner he was loſt, T 
By great and ſmall lamented. 45 met: 
Ye Highland Boys, fear ye ng Noiſe, 200 1 
For ye have ſtill the Advantage; N 
For tho cowardly Cope fled to 6. Sea, 1 
le ſhall ne'er be more advanced. „ 
Let cheſe noble Souls, fill up their Bos,, o 99 
And driak to Scotlqud' leer; ; ff 7 
For with Sword in Hand dear will go , „ 
Till we complete the Stor 5 
The Duke of Perth, that — .* peer ber on 
Of Renown, Birth, nr 
To ſhew/ his Valour forth did 8 „ ll 1 ll 
1 ſgbt eee Haager: e | 
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140 
Like a Lion bold, his L to controul, 
He rode on the Front of the Battle,; 
And there did bebave molt gallant and brave, 

While cowardly Cope's great Guns did rattle. 

GOD fave Prince CuARLESs, both Church and State, 
And keep them from all Evil ; 

For all his Foes he did put down, 

In ſpite of Cope'or Devil, | 

Qur Heros, great, did them defeat, 

And make them to ſurrender; 

To conquer England, let us advauce, 
For we'll ſtand-by the true Faich's Defender, 

And then the Caſtle ic began 8 
Their great Guns for to ratcle; A 

And for to burn brave Edinburgh Town, 

Which was reckon'd cowardly Bartle: 

And for to burn and beat it down, . Þ 
Which made Lairds and Tenants clatter; - 

Tm ſure they'll ne er build it up again, 
Tho" they ſhould both lie and flatte.. 

GOD ſave the King, and Church and State, 
And ſend them Peace and Pleaſure, „ 

And that poor innocent Blood may be 
Hereaſter ſhed at Leiſure. 


III. Or an honourable | Achievement of Gr 
William Wallace, zear Falkirk. © 


AD we a King, ſaid allace then, "Sigh 
That our kind Scots might live by their ou; 
t berwixt me and the Exgliſ Blood, 25 
; | I think chere is an ill Seed o W. 
Wullate him over a River lap, Mag! : 
He jook'd low down to a Lid ; f 
He was not war of a gay Lady, 1 
Pas even at the Well waſhing. 0 
Well mor ye fate fair Madam, he faid, 0 
And ay well mot ye fare and ſee; 
Have ve any Tidings me to tell, | 
I I pray you'll ſhow them unto me, ag 3 
I have no Tidinys you to tell, AT de 54145 - 
Nor yet no Tidings you to ken; | 
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But into that Hoſtler*s Houfe' 


| + There's fifceen of your Exglimm - by: * 


3 
And they are ſcekin Wallace them; San 1 AT BR 44 » 
For they've ordain'd him to be ſlaiaʒ 
For he's ov'r good a kind Scotſman. — 1888 
But had I Money me upon. 

And ev'n this Day as I have oa ee 
Then would I to that Hoſtler s Huff, +. + 
And ev'n as faſt as I could gang. ano biss 1 n 
She put her Hand in ber Pock er, |. 
She cold him twenty Shillings oe'r her Koe; 
Then he took off both Hat and Hod. 
And chank'd the Lady moſt roverentlix.. 
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If et er I come chis Way again, o nd vor 
Well paid ay ty a 2 vob 
Then he took off both Hat and Hood, pla 2 vatls hn 
And he thank'd the Lady moſt reverenti x. 
He lean'd him two fold oer a Staff, „er $W adT 


So did he three fold o'er a Tree; 
And he's away to the Hoſiler's Houſe, 
| _ Even as faſt as he might dree. 
When ke came to the Hoſtler's Houſe, 
94 He ſaid Good- ben, no be, * „ 8 
n Engliſ Captain, be eep load, als 7 
He 2 bim nab —— y, nib 214 
Where was you born thou crooked Carle, 
And in what Place, and what Country:? 
*Tis I was bora in fair Scotland, 
A crooked Carle although I be, |, 
The Engliß Captain ſwore by th" Rood, 
We are Scotſmen as well as rhee, 
And we are ſeeking Wallace, then 
To have him merry ſhould we be. 1 
The Man ſaid, Wallate ye're looking for, . * 8 
I ſee'd him within theſe Days rhree, 
And he has ſlain an Englip Caprain, | 
And ay the fear'der the reſt may be. DIY 
T'd give Twenty Shillings, ſaid the Captain, 
To ſuch a crooked Carle as the, 
Tf you would take me to the Plice _ | 
Where that I might ptoud Wallace ſee. 7 
Hold out your Hand, faid Wallace t ben, 
And ſhow your Money and be fret. 
For tho* you'd bid an Hundred Potnd 
I never bade a bettet Bode. 
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He ſtruck the Captain oer the Chaſts, 
Till that he never chewed more. 
He ſtick d the reſt about the Board, 
And left chem all a ſprawling there. 
Riſe up Goodwife, ſaid Wallace chen, 
And give me ſomething for to eat, 


For it's near two Days to an End 


Since I taſted one Bit of Meat. 


His Board was ſcarce well covered, 


Nor yet his Dine well ſcantly dighte, 
Till other Fifteen Englifomen N 
Down all about the Door did light, 
Come out, come out, ſaid they, Wallace then, 
For the Day is come that ye muſt die, 
And they thought fo little of his Might, 
But ay the fear der they might be. 
The Wife ran But, the Goodman ran Ben, 
Ic put them all into a Fever; - _ 
Then Five he ticked where they ſtood, 
Aud Five he trampled in the Gutter, + 


And Five he chas'dto yon green Wood, 


He hang'd them all out o'er a Grain, 
And' gainſt the Morn at Twelve Clock 
He din'd with his kind Scottiſ Men. 


IV. A Song, called; Tie Rebellions Crew, 


They w drain'd our Blood and Treaſure. 


To the Tune of, Nancy's is the Cree Mood gene. 


2 ö * I | : 
* Whies are a rebellious Crew, 


The Plague of this poor Nation; 
Ye give not GOD, nor Ceſar Due, : 
e ſmell of Reprobation; ES 

Ye are a ſtubborn perverſe, Pack, 5 f 
. Conceiv'd and nurs d by Treaſon; 74 
Your Practices are foul and black, 
| Your Principles wie Reaſon. 
Your Hogan Mogan foreign. Things, 

GOD' gave them in Diſpleaſure; ß; 
Ye brought them or, — call'd them Kings, 


(r * 


Can ye eompare your King to mine, 
Your Geordie and your Milli? > vi net 
Compariſons are odious, , | |) 9 et en 219 
A — d, Sir, — * Lilie. „ 0 ” ** 4 26.65 
, wwe of ge 16944 i: waa ah 
Our Dei can Witne ſ⸗ bear, wile 1604 ens 


And fo can our Gleycoe, Sirr 
The South Sea it can make appeaer 
What to your Kings we owe, Sit: 00 50 
We have been murd' red, ſtary'd and rob: 
By thoſe your Kings and Kaav'r 75 
And all our reaſore is Stock- -Fob'd, | 
While we gfoan N. Shy ry.” vo 


Did cer che rightful STEWART's oY ieh 
Declare ir if 35 cad, Sir, bitt: 


Reduce you to 
Fold u up ye your Face, and anſwer. 


Did he whom ye expell d the Throne 
Your Iſlands cer haraſs ſo o, 
As theſe whom ye have plac u thereow ; 
Your Brunſwick'and 217 Naſſas'? mf] 


By Strangers we are rob'd and ſham d, 
This ye muſt plainly grant, Sir, 
Whoſe Coffers with our Wealth are cram 4, 
While we muſt ſtarve for Want, Sir. of 4210 


1 


Can ye compare your Kings to mine, {11 cnet 


Your Geordie and your Willa Morin Wi; 1 
Compariſons are odious, rig mol} ed 6a gi 


En, 

Your Prince's Mother — 42 [ell 
This ye gannot dsoy mic „ 200% 366 
Or, why liv'd ſhe iv yonder Tower, ' 3h 09 

Conkin'd there till ſhe dy d, Sir??? 
Carr ye compare your Queen to mine nb 

I know ye re not ſo ſilly: 0 7 
Com ariſons are odious, . 

A Docken to a Lily. | 
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Her Son is à poor matchleſs Sor, 
His own Pappa ne'er loy'd him; 
And Feckie is an Idiot, | 
As they can ſwear who prov'd him. 


Can ye compare your Prince to mine, 


A Thing 1o dull and filly ? 
Compariſons are odious, 


A Muſhroom to a Lily. | 
Manum a tabula tolls. 


v. A PROPHECY by Mr. BZAKEXHEA D, an eminent 
Divine in Lancaſtire, who died in the Year 1674, and 
was delivered up upon Oath in 1688, by a Gentleman 

of the ſaid County, who was challenged by the Govern- 
ment for having it in Poſſeſſion. | 1 


My King ſhall follow me apacec, 
And pious 74 MES ſueceeds his Place; 
To whom a PRINCE ſhall then be born, 
Who for a while ſhall live in Scorn, 
Whilſt Uſarpers gains his Throne; 
But ſhortly holdeth not their own. ; 
Mean Time the Eagle Rains his Princely Creſt, 
And with the Stork doth, make a Truce, 5 
To trample on the Hur de Luce, gen 1 
Whoſe Virgin Generoſit7 9 


N a ſhore. Time I will end my Race, , 5 


Will with no baſe Compliance ſway: 


But whilit it drooping moſt appears . 
Shortly thereafter the brighteſt Colours wears. 
Then ſhall the Eagle aud the Stork „5. 
Re pent them of their former Work, +- 
And to the Four de Luce Thall bend, . 
With great 2 him attend. 

When pentecoſt {hall be, 1 8 
The next Day to Saint Barnlie; | SRI 
Then cer a Spring or two be o'er 

Expect the Pr1NCE to his native Shore; 
When Lord and Laird falls in one, 

Thar Year the PRINCE ſhall gain his Throne. 
Then Scotland rejoice, from Bondage you're free, 
You're a Nation again, and ever ſhall be. ; 


1 


